POPULAR TALES

your curiosity about the Darfords at my expense. I shall have
a whole tribe of vulgar people upon my hands, if you do not
take care. The Darfords, you know, are quite out of our line
of life, especially in town.'

This remonstrance had a momentary effect upon Mr.
Germaine's vanity; but a few days afterwards he met the same
lady in the park, attended by Mr. William Darford's old
servant Regardless of his lady's representations, he followed
the suggestions of his own heart, and eagerly stopped the man
to inquire after his friends in the most affectionate manner.
The servant, who was pleased to see that Charles was not
grown quite so much a fine gentleman as to forget all his
friends in the country, became very communicative; he told
Mr. Gcrmaine that the lady whom he was attending was a
Miss Locke, governess to Mr. William Darford's children;
and that she was now come to town to spend a few clays with
a relation, who had been very anxious to see her. This relation
was not either rich or genteel; and though our hero used
every persuasion to prevail upon his lady to show Miss Locke
some civility whilst she was in town, he could not succeed.
Mrs. Gcrmaine repeated her former phrase, again and again,
*The Darfords are quite out of our line of life3; and this was
the only reason she would give.

Charles was disgusted by the obstinacy of his wife's pride;
and indulged his belter feelings by going frequently to visit
Miss Locke. She stayed, however, but a fortnight in town;
and the idea of his friends, which had been strongly recalled
by his conversations with her, gradually faded away. He
continued the course of life into which he had been forced,
rather from inability to stop than from inclination to proceed.
Their winters were spent in dissipation in town ; their summers
wasted at watering-places, or in visits to fine relations, who
were tired of their company, and who took but little pains to
conceal this sentiment. Those who do not live happily at
home can seldom contrive to live respectably abroad. Mr.
and Mrs, Gcrmaine could not purchase esteem, and never
earned it from the world or from one another. Their mutual
contempt increased every day. Only those who have lived
with bosom friends whom they despise can fully comprehend
the extent and intensity of the evil
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